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bles "jNiiieue" floated dreamily through his sooilud L-mifciou?-
ness. It was indeed the first time in Bloudy Johnn} "s lile that the
indescribable magic of a young guTs identity dominated his
mind. It floated forth from everything afcout her, from the soft
brown curls resting on her exposed shoulder, where her cloak
had slipped, from the fragrant warmth of her licht IhoLs. from
the cold virginal curves of her mouth, from the tiny rondures,
like water-lilies under her night-gown, of her girl's breasts, from
the softness about her childish figure that made it different from
what a boy's would have been, and beyond and above all these
from a flower-like sweetness which emanated rather from her soul
than from her body, troubling the senses of Mr, Geard with an
awakened consciousness of the loveliness which all the youns
leaves and shoots and petals out there in that spring wind must
have possessed this Easter night
It would have been erroneous to say that Mr. Geard experi-
enced any poignant temptation. The appalling struggle he had
just been through had left his vital energies at their lowest possi-
ble ebb. It would have been possible for the girl to have slid
much closer to him than ihe was, sitting there like a little marble
figure at the foot of his couch, and still he would have suffered
no carnal stir.
Calmly he allowed himself to drink up her delicate beauty; to
drink it up out of the midst of that vast, shadowy chamber; as if
he were drinking it from a great basin of cold black basalt.
"Let me come and live with you. Mr. Geard! Please, please let
me!" she pleaded in a passionate whisper.
He smiled a little; he sighed a little; he pressed her cold fin-
gers tightly; but he gave his big head as it rested on the pillow
an imperceptible shake.
"Don't 'ee say it, girlie," he murmured. "Don't "ee say it, my
pretty! I dursn't let 'ee. No, no, no; I dursn't let 'ee. But 'ee
shall often come to see I; sure 'ee shall; and see me good Mr.
Barter, and tell lie all about they pretty, pretty images."
The tears came into her eyes again and her mouth began
twitching, just as it had done when she first appeared.
"Tell 'ee what, wenchie," continued Mr. Geard, deliberately
reverting to his old MonUcute Town's End speech, "tell 'ee what